NIEMPSOR KAR

'we have to speak with your master!' The head dis-
appeared and they heard the bolts grinding out of
their sockets, and the door quivered back on its
hinges. The old woman stood in the entrance, and
they wondered much to find no more than that as
doorkeeper in so great a house. 'Wait/ she said;
'wait here, and my master shall be told/ But they
had their sword points at her throat: 'Lead us to him
nowf The old thing whimpered a little, but turned
and led them up the twisting staircase that started
behind pillars in the corner of the hall.

Tibar whispered to Lallek, and then, as they passed
through each doorway, they nicked the wood with
their swords: it was safest here. And on they went
and on, and turning corners, and upstairs and down,
and under arches and over bridges, with the light
coming sometimes from one side, sometimes from the
other, but always through the same dim, high-up
window slits. They walked close together, Lallek with
a hand on their old guide's shoulder, lest she should
run and be lost in the swinging tapestries at each side
of the passage. They felt magic strongly in the air all
round them: a thin trail of smoke rising through the
floor, red mice playing in and out of the doorways, and
now and then a humming above their heads like fifty
dragon-flies.

Suddenly at a corner the curtain blew across then-
faces; for a moment they were half blinded, but Lallek
felt the shoulder firm under her hand all the time.
Only when Tibar pulled the silk away from her she
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